SAY NOT THAT BEAUTY

SAY not that beauty is an idle thing

And gathered lightly as a wayside flower
That on the trembling verges of the spring

Knows but the sweet survival of an hour.
For 'tis not so.   Through dedicated days

And foiled adventure of deliberate nights
We lose and find and stumble in the ways

That lead to the far confluence of delights.
Not with the earthly eye and fleshly ear,

But lifted far above mortality,
We see at last the eternal hills, and hear

The sighing of the universal sea;
And kneeling breathless in the holy place
We know immortal Beauty face to face.
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